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COME, let the State stay,

And drink away,
There is no business above it:

It warms the cold brain,

Makes us speak in high strain;                      5

He 's a fool that does not approve it.

The Macedon youth

Left behind him this truth,
That nothing is done with much thinking:

He drank and he fought,                             10

Till he had what he sought;
The world was his own by good drinking.

FROM "THE SAD ONE"

COME,, come away to the tavern, I say;
For now at home is washing-day.
Leave your prittle-prattle, let's have a pottle:
We are not so wise as Aristotle.

VERSES

[Printed in Henry Lawes' Musical Airs and Dialogues, 1653;  attributed
to Suckling by A. D. in Notes and Queries, ist series, i, 72.]

I AM confirm'd a woman can

Love this, or that, or any other man:

This day she 's melting hot,

To-morrow swears she knows you not;

If she but a new object find,                             5

Then straight she 's of another mind.

Then hang me, ladies, at your door,

If e'er I dote upon you more!

Yet still I '11 love the fairsome (why?

For nothing but to please my eye);                  10

And so the fat and soft-skinn'd dame

I '11 flatter to appease my flame;

For she that's musical I '11 long,

When I am sad, to sing a song ;

Then hang me, ladies, at your door,              15

If e'er I dote upon you more!